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prevent great injustice; but Lord knows when we shall
begin. I, at present, am utterly incapable; and, last
Friday night, not only poor Mr. Duane, but Sharpe too,
were within an inch of losing every paper they had in
the world, and all those in their custody. A great fire
broke out in Lincoln's Inn at eleven at night, and consumed
twelve sets of chambers; but, beginning in a garret, most
people saved their papers, as both Duane and Sharpe did;
though the latter at first absolutely lost his senses, and ran
about distracted, not knowing what he said or did. I con-
clude that I shall be recovered before he will have put his
papers into order again. These are untoward accidents for
poor Mozzi, but unavoidable.

I have been so entirely shut up and incapable of seeing
anybody, that I neither know any politics, nor have breath
to relate them if I did. The Peace seems at a stand ; I know
not why. We are prepared for the attack on Jamaica, and
Spanish bravados are sunk much below par. I must finish,
for I have quite exhausted myself.

Tours ever.

2380.   To THE COUNTESS OF UPPER OSSORY.

Berkeley Square, Christmas night, 1782.
I AM as persevering as Widdrington in Chevy Chase, who
fought with his stumps, for I am now undertaking to write
to you without a finger, Madam. My hand is still swaddled
in the bootikin, yet it is less irksome than to dictate. I am
wonderfully recovered, and could walk about my room
without a stick, if Tonton did not caper against me and
throw me down, for I have no more elasticity in my joints
than the tail of a paper-kite. Sleep is my great restorative;
no dormouse beats me. Nay, I do not even look so ill as
I have a right to do, though to be sure I might be admittednger or dancer
